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One 


It happened as these things do. Booze and guitars, like some highly specialized law of physics, draw musicians 
together. 


Josh remembers that he had red pants on, that they caught the eye in contrast to the white t-shirt. He was 
maybe on the chubby side, but Josh, far from svelte, wouldn't have noticed. His hair was longish, greasy-ish, 
blackish tending toward blueish. And that grin. Splitting his face rarely and unexpectedly, the shock of red lips 


against pale face always worth watching. 


Jack remembers far more detail. The huge redheaded, jock-looking bastard that he would have grudgingly liked 
anyways in high school, even if he would never have admitted to it. His jeans creased just so, thick leather belt 
and boots and t-shirt with a button-up shirt (plaid! What was with the plaid?) swinging open over top. A 
necklace and a fair number of tattoos, each involving some detailed, heartwarming or gut-churning story. 
Piercing, piercing eyes, but almost always twinkling, a default state of general cheer and affability, the rudest 
diatribe failing to disturb the nice fagade. The kind of guy who either has your back or is kicking you in the 


ass, no real in-between 


Improbably alone, feeling slightly country mouse and city mouse, but hey, there was the booze, and here were 


guitars, and it was all right. Blues licks may have been traded, strings bent and slid over and generally abused. 
Bits of songs might have been sung, two surprisingly listenable voices sliding together. Weed may have been 
smoked, and this possibly involved giggling and a bathroom ventilation fan. Beer and whiskey were most 
definitely drunk, and so were Josh and Jack. 


Josh was standing now, hips grinding into the guitar as if no one or everyone was watching. Jack was, booze- 
lidded eyes rather entranced with this giant dancing in his hotel room while he kicked back on the too-hard 
couch, lazy smile on his face. And then he was standing, reaching out to touch one tattooed hand, and they 
were dancing together and there was no music. Clothing was shed, boots kicked off, socks left on 


There may have been groping, but more likely it involved the slow caresses of the desperately relaxed, tongues 
perhaps a little moister than normal dragging across salty skin. It comes in flashes, you see, like stop-motion 
photography. One is on top, then supplanted and laying prone, face-down, the other's fingers ranging southward 
of friendly. Both on their sides, then one sitting astride, red hair, black hair, sweat: glistening and fragrant but 


no one's silly enough to think it smelt like a rose. 


Josh vaguely remembers leaving, thinking Jack was sleeping, feeling quite cheerful and wondering if Troy was 


still up. 


Jack remembers watching him go, eyes slit just a teensy bit. He was illuminated in the doorway for a few 
seconds, looking clumsy as he tried to decide which way to go, though Jack knows with a certainty that he is 
not. 


